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I've got a bump upon my rump,
PR           Biekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax

DI            But you, perchance, don't caie

FH           Biekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax

DI            Hang you, and youi ko-axing too '

Theie's nothing but ko-ax with you
PR           That is ught, Mi Busybody, light'

For the Muses of the lyie love us well,
And hornfoot Pan who plays

on the pipe his jocund lays ;
And Apollo, Haipei bught,

in our Chorus takes delight;
Foi the stiong reed's0 sake

which I grow within my lake
To be gudled in his lyre's deep shell

Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax
DI            My hands ai e bhstcied veiy sore ,

My stern below is swclteung so,
"Twill soon, I know, uptuin and roai
Biekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax
O tuneful lace, O pi ay give o'ei,

0 sing no more

FR                                         Ah, no ' ah, no '

Loud and louder our chant must flow.
Sing if ever ye sang of yore,
When in sunny and glorious days
Through the lushes and marsh-flags springing
On we swept, in the joy of singing
Mynad-diving loundelays

01  when fleeing the sloim, we went
Down to the depths, and our choral song
Wildly raised to a. loud and long
Bubble-bin sting accompaniment

FH. & DI Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax
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